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THE FLOWER OF THE HAREM. 

We have already spoken of Mr. Bridgman's pictures and of his 
studies of oriental life. We have also described his art studies in 
Paris, and have done full justice to his faithfulness and devotion 
to his chosen line of art. In giving an engraving from the pic- 
ture which was exhibited by him at the Centennial at Philadel- 
phia, and which is owned by Mr. H. E. Nesmith, of New York, 
we but give our readers one more chance to study Mr. Bridg- 
man's methods and his peculiarities as well. The " Flower of the 
Harem " is one of his best efforts, and is pleasing not only for its 
artistic excellences, but also by reason of its subject. 

The word harem is generally supposed to apply to the few 
hundreds of women shut up within walls ; but really harem is the 
house — the home — the most sacred and secluded portion of the 
sultan's household, to which only his sons and most intimate rel- 
atives are admitted, and that is by a little bridge closed at each 
end by iron gates, guarded by a eunuch who accompanies them 
to the harem. The lord himself is generally occupied during the 
day at the Porte, in discussing questions of the law, justice, poli- 
tics, with all who may wish to question him. Near five or six 
o'clock of the evening he returns to his mansion, followed by a 
train of parasites and the gentlemen of his suite. Arriving at 
the top of the stairs, he loses no time in entering other apart- 
ments, but goes straight to the door of the harem. A eunuch 
who keeps sentry at the door receives him with all the saluta- 
tions desired, and introduces him. In the vestibule of the harem 
he is received by the directress of the place, or, speaking more 
properly, the female guardian of the women, to whom belongs 
the honor of introducing him to the interior chambers. As a 
rule, he rests but fifteen minutes, talking with his femmes and 
favorite slaves, adjusting their little disputes of the day, signing 
the bills of purchase of jewelry (but seldom paying). He then 
adjusts a robe for the evening, loose, and lined with ermine — the 
robe, not the evening — and descends to the apartments ot the 
men, to dine and be praised, as he sits upon the divan in the 
midst of the troop of flatterers, with a bottle of raki at his side, 
and from time to time a raisin or almond, while the poor attend- 
ants kiss the hem of his garment. The hour of dinner comes ; he 
places himself at their head and marshals them to the salle a 
manger. At the table, each one never misses saying aloud his 
praises at every mouthful he swallows. The great man, seeing 
how his presence hinders the freedom of the people and their 
digestion, never ceases, as each new plate makes its appearance, 
to say in loud and firm voice, " Eat, my friends ; eat ! " After 
dining, they return in procession as before to the apartments 
quitted for dinner. Here coffee and pipes are served ; politics 
and intrigue talked over. 

It is generally eleven or half past when the lord retires for the 
night to the harem. At the threshold he is met by the eunuch 
with a lighted candle in each hand, who accompanies him through 
the passage, or bridge, to the room of his wives. Upon arising 
in the morning, he is served by his slaves (females), who assist 
him in his ablutions and dressing. When ready to leave, he usu- 
ally stays for fifteen minutes to speak with his relatives, and it is 
at this short morning talk that his daughters and nearest rela- 
tions have their only opportunity of seeing and speaking to him. 
After this short interview he leaves in haste, so as not to keep in 
suspense the crowd of worshipers who already await his arrival. 

Really we have spoken more of the man than of the " flower 
of his harem," which is only a poetic name for one who passes 
her days in childish follies, being generally uneducated, and en- 
tirely unfit for being a light to any one, not even herself ; but 
who, robed in luxury, and surrounded by all that unscrupulously 
begotten means can furnish, passes idly the days, and affords his 
lordship the means to while away a few heavily dragging hours. 



A DISH OF FUN. 

We have received from the publishers a little book containing 
a number of sketches by that irrepressible humorist, our and THE 
Aldine's very good friend Mark Twain, including the " Punch, 
brothers, punch ! " which has been laughed over from Maine to 
California more, perhaps, than almost any other similar piece, 
unless it may be Twain's own "Jumping Frog of Calaveras," 



which was to a great extent the foundation of his national fame 
as a humorist. Mr. Twain's humor is peculiar, and we can readily 
see how difficult it might be for a foreigner, and particularly a 
staid and matter-of-fact Englishman, to see that there was any- 
thing funny about it at all. He does not, like writers of the Ar- 
temus Ward school, depend upon forced and strained cacography 
for his effects ; nor is there anything of extravagant statement or 
startling expression in his writings. It would be, perhaps, more 
correct to say that his chief characteristic as a humorous writer 
lies in a certain quaintness of expression and an odd conjunction 
of ideas which cause laughter more by the train of thought they 
incite than by anything essentially funny in themselves. In the 
book before us, for instance, besides the sketch to which we have 
alluded and which gives the title to the volume, there is a speech 
on New England weather delivered at a dinner of the New Eng- 
land Society, which we defy any one to read without laughing, 
yet which closes with a burst of genuine eloquence ; and it is a 
peculiarity of Mr. Twain's style that the two do not seem incom- 
patible. Besides these sketches the book contains " Some Ram- 
bling Notes of an Idle Excursion " to the Bermudas, which we 
can best describe by saying that it is entirely worthy of the 
author of the " Innocents Abroad," and, like that vivacious his- 
tory of travel, contains much information of a practical sort, with, 
a good deal the precise connection of which with the subject is 
not so apparent. The biblical researches of the captain, and his 
lucid explanations of disputed points, although not perhaps ex- 
actly calculated for use in Sunday schools, can not fail to interest 
the average reader, and, together with the captain's long and in- 
consequent " yarns," and the interruptions of the taciturn young 
man, they make a character picture of the ship's company which 
is irresistibly funny, without for a moment departing from a per- 
fect gravity of style and manner. 

The volume is neatly printed and bound, and is published by 
Messrs. Slote, Woodman & Co., of New York. 



ART AT THE CAPITOL. 

Another historical painting has been hung upon the Capitol 
wall — accepted, but not purchased, by Congress. It is a ques- 
tion whether that body ought to accept as a gift any art work it 
would not purchase. Mr. Carpenter has been striving to sell his 
painting to that body for years, deeming, no doubt, that the Cap- 
itol of the United States was the only fitting place for his great 
picture. I do not doubt that Mr. Carpenter is a better judge of a 
painting than is the average Congressman ; yet he was judging 
his own work, not that of others, which makes a vast difference, 
as we all know. Several years ago this picture was exhibited in a 
room on Pennsylvania Avenue, in our city, the writer and friends 
paying twenty-five cents each for the privilege of examining it, 
and leaving the room with the impression that we had " paid dear 
for our whistle." Ever since that time the artist has waited for 
Congress to buy it, and at last they have accepted it as a gift 
from a patriotic, wealthy and philanthropic lady, Mrs. Thompson. 

I know that it has become too much of a custom for corres- 
pondents and other writers to decry every work of art erected 
upon our squares or hung on the walls of the Capitol. It furnishes 
them subject matter for their letters ; it gives people at a dis- 
tance a prejudice against our beautiful city ; and it often, doubt- 
less, makes the writer seem much more wise and learned than he 
or she really is. Self-constituted critics never praise ; they always 
decry. How would any one believe they knew anything about 
art if they were to praise anything in America, or anything short 
of the old masters, while many of them have never seen an old 
masterpiece .' But that is the fashion, and I, for one, am gener- 
ally inclined to take up the cudgel on the other side. Or, if I find 
fault, I shall endeavor to do so in a courteous and kindly manner. 

There are no first-class historical paintings as yet in our Cap- 
itol. The Trumbulls and Vanderlyns, however, are old paintings, 
and are good examples enough of the early art of any country. 
Therefore they ought to remain just where they are forever. If 
one gives us " too much Washington," as the keen-eyed Indian 
chief remarked ; and if another has wooden-looking soldiers all 
in a row, they are only the efforts of the infancy of American 
genius, and deserve their places as such. But since these were 
painted, what progress the world — our world — has made ! And 



